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"You never expect tragedy, you know.. You see it on the news, but never do you consider it ever happening to you 


or someone youre close fo." 
"Who's fault would you place this tragedy upon?" 
Joe gave the interviewer a glance and then his gaze shifted, in thought. He did not answer. 


The hotel room was dim, illuminated only by the streams of sunlight that were able to seep through the 


poorly-closed curtains. Sav would have taken off is trainers, but as he narrowly missed a discarded glass 


bottle, he reconsidered it. He could see a curled-up form on the bed, laying still enough that Sav might have 
mistaken it for sleep, but there was a slight shudder to the form. The way a hand was moving to-and-fro 
from the opposite arm's bicep to crook. There was a controlled air, laced with tension, as if there were a time 


bomb in the middle of the room and someone was trying to prolong it as much as they can. 

Sav wordlessly sat down on the edge of the bed; in silence he always found things to be more tolerable, and 
the last thing he needed was for his presence to make things worse. Besides, he could already guess how 
things were going to play out. Joe needed someone to vent to that wasn't a pillow or a wall, but also, something 
that would not reply and try to put in a opinion after every sentence. 

"Hi, Sav," he eventually said, his voice very quiet and on the verge of wavering. 

"Hello, love," Sav replied. He could see Joe's face from here, a shade paler than usual, and his expression was 
just so.. empty. There was no smug smirk pulling at his lips like he does when initiating almost every 
conversation, or that default ditzy look that Sav found so damn cute. A corpse would have had more animation. 
Although, there was an offbeatness. Something was off, obviously, but.. 

"Are you high?" 

Joe scrunched his nose. "God, no." 

Sav gave him a sad, exasperated smile. 

‘Okay, a blunt. Just a blunt” 

Sav glanced to the discarded bottle. 

"And a few." Joe sighed, hands coming to his face and rubbing at his eyes. "I know that people say this is a 
cheap way to deal with this kind of sod but | can't fuckin’ deal, man" His voice had gotten gradually back to his 
normal volume, and now Sav could understand the quietness of when he first came in. His voice was cracking 
and wavering and that hopeless, hoarse sound was worse than fingernails on a chalkboard. It was like blowing 


out your chords and then trying to sing an octave above your comfortable range. 


Sav was picking at a nail and pondering whether or not to reply. After a pause, he said, "| want you to 


understand that it wasn't your fault. There was no way for you to cause or prevent it." 
Joe snorted. 


Sav furrowed his brow, and he actually felt a pang of irritation "No offense to Rick, but you weren't the one 


driving the car." 


There was a replying feeling of frustration from Joe. Sav had created some tension and he instantly felt that 


he had done something wrong. But he hadn't, right? 


Joe sat up and leaned against the headboard. "When | asked him to be in the band, you know what he told me? 
He told me that he needed to ask permission from his mum. He is a bloody kid, Sav. He's been on cloud nine 
since he joined us and drumming is his passion And now he can't drum. He can't do a lot of fuckin’ things now. 


His life won't ever be normal again because of that." 
"He signed up for an abnormal life when he decided to join us." 


“Touring in a band and only having one arm are two different types of abnormalities, Sav," Joe snapped. The 
slivers of light where in angle to hit Joe's face now, and he could see the shiny lines of old tears being covered 


by fresh ones. 


‘lm sorry," he replied, withdrawing. Joe's expression lost it's anger and became somewhat fearful in the way 


that Sav put up his guard; something that he thought he had gotten through a long time ago. 


‘lm sorry," Sav began, "that you can't get it through your skull that shit happens and we can't control it. I'm 
sorry that you have this complex that you're everybody's mother and you are responsible for everything. 
Yeah, if you hadn't have asked him to join us, he'd probably have both arms right now. You know what else he 
wouldn't have? This awesome experience that he's had being in the band. He'll always be part of Def Leppard, 
one way or the other. We're not ditching him." 


During all of this, Joe had gradually brought his knees to his chest with arms bent, hands hiding his face. 

"I know.. | just." Joe said faintly. "When he finally came to, | was there. And he just stared at me. No words. He 
just fuckin’ stared at me. And for awhile, | did it back And it was like | noticed all those childlike features and 
nuances, | realised how young he looked, and at the same time how broken he was." A pause. "He was giving me 
this dead stare, and | felt as if he thought | was the Grim Reaper or some messenger of bad news of the 
devil himself." 

Sav crawled over and sat next to Joe against the headboard. 

"Nah, | would've mistaken you for the Virgin Mary." 

"What the hell does that mean?" Joe had lifted his head and was giving Sav an icy glare. 

"You're throwing out all of these bad deities. Like he would've been upset about seeing you. Honestly, if | were 
him | would be relieved. The kid went through hell and he wakes up to see you. You stayed with him, mate, 
that's loyalty. That's love, if anything.” 


Joe shot him one of his signature smirks. 


"There you go. I've been waiting for awhile to see that again." 


The smirk faltered, and Joe raised an eyebrow. "Waiting for what?" 


Sav rolled his eyes, a slight look of mischievousness on his face. "You've been pulling those fake smiles for 


days, and that right there.. Right there, that was authentic. You know how | can tell?" 
"How?" 


"Well," Sav began, shifting around so that he completely faced Joe. "I saw your dimples.. And your cheeks do 
this thing," Sav tried to replicate it by rubbing at his own cheekbone, but eventually gave up and made a 
dismissive gesture. "I don't know, they like puff out a bit. And your eyes squint. | could go to university and get 
a PhD in that stuff, love, | know it that well." 


Sav raised an eyebrow in response to his companion's now-reddened face. 
"Did |, Richard Savage, make fuckin’ Joe Elliott blush?" 

Joe gave him the bird. 

"Lovely. Thank you, sweetheart." 


Joe chuckled and after he sobered up, he narrowed his eyes and moved his gaze to Sav's. Although, it wasn't 
quite eye-contact, rather, he looking everywhere as well as if he were memorizing every feature. There was 
something earnest in the gesture. "Christ, Sav, | don't know what I'd do without you." He said breathlessly, like 


an exhale. 


"Well. In case | didn't get the job done, c'mere." Sav opened his arms, and without question Joe joined him in a 
hug. Sav spat out a mouthful of unruly hair and rubbed his hand along the small of his mate's back. After a 
moment, Sav leaned back and broke off the hug, keeping one hand on his shoulder and using the other to brush 
some of the longer, non-fringe strands of hair out of Joe's face so he could make uninterrupted eye-contact 
with him. There is a time and place for cliche, motivational statements and this seemed like the appropriate 


time. But something didn't seem right. 


Instead, he gave him a quick kiss on the cheek followed by a softly whispered: "We'll find a way through this, | 


promise." 


